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The rich with fors and biazing hearths

Your caraival ma
While Mirth and Cheer mey Telgn Su-

m
But ha'! Winger, Winter,
What about the hf
Who've no against the cold,

No bhribeor

“To set ut bay the I day,
Or soften down the

Who note the thickeni window-panes
Wiih sinking hearts

Who draw their babies ¢lose and sing

Their shivering Ianllabys,
sleep and dream of sseaming feasts
That humr-s!eeg supplies—
To wake at morn with shuddering sense
Of lengthened fast and cold,

And find that gaunt-eyed Want ha.thl
" acht

IO
Its trace within the fold.
- Ha! Winter, ho! Winter,
Four reign on these;
God ’IE such! and send warm hearts
To all who starve and freeze.
- Barret Bulier, in Chicago Current.

=ik “h'ioiitlknw it, thank wou! If i

had a chance, I should decline the
honor. A woman of that description is
a“loug way to

a ceming across giah Bk
friends nodded to pan and took

& migute or
‘of the

“The slight dark ome is Viscount
Kyrle, miss, Lord Greyrock's eldest

"

m the East.™

colored hotly.

She mounted her horse and rode
WaS istic of her

characieristc
forgot to call for the

that she

ﬁmm i “to ride with.
Instead of going snywhere near this
lady’s house, turned her horse

southward and rode impetuously up to
& certain doorway in South Belzravia
with which she was familiar.

“Is Lady Ellerton in?"

Her advship was in her room dress-
ing for her drive, she was told.

She bounded upstairs, two steps at a
time, and burst like a whirlwind into
| the front bedroom. .

“Good gracions, Kate! how yom
startled me!™
! Lady Ellerton, a pretty little woman
| Lelieate pink and white fairness, good
temper, and prosperous cireumstances
generally, had somehow preserved her
from looking her full age, sat before

A QUAKERESS.

How Jack Dormer Fell in Love
With “That Horrid Girl"

Kate Ingieby stood at the drawing-
rocm window in Curzon street, tapping
the tip of her littie Wellmgton boot im-
patiently with her riding-whip. A sharp
summer shower was pattering down up-
on the street, and Kate was waiting until
it was over to go out for her daily ride.
Not that a shower of rain made, as a
rule, much difference to Miss Ingleby:
for she was accustomed to go out in all
weathers, She waited to-day simply
because the friend she promised to ride
with declined to go out in a heavy
thunderstorm, for which exercise of
wise discretion Kate heartily despised
her. She was getting very impatient.
There seemed no end to the straight
white rain shafts that came swiftly
down from the heavy clouds. Miss
Ingleby's chestnut mare, led by a
groom, was walking up and down out-
side. Kate loved her dearly: but there
is a limit to equine affection, and at
la=t she got quite tired of watching her.
On the opposite side of the street was a
hook-_-ell';r and librarian, to whom she
was accustomed to subscribe for the
few three-volume novels, which at odd
timdes she skimmed through. It struck
her all at once that her uncle was din-
ing at his club that night, that she her-
self had no engagement, and that she
had no book of an exeiting nature
wherewith to while away the solitary
evening. She gathered up her habitin
one band and sallied forth, picking her
way gingerly scross the muddy street.
She went into the back part of the shop,
and gtood turning over a whole heap of
works of fietion which lay piled togeth-
er oy the counter.

Ingleby had a tall, well-made
best in a

y'e; which looked its
iding-hatit. She was a handsome |

irl, and vet her beaunty was not of

e order that is universally admired.
Ske had bright brown eves, a small
yelrousse nose. a month that was fall
of decision and character, and a small
head well set upon her shoulders. She
wore her dark browa hair cut short
all round her head, like a boy's, and
in a profusion of thick erisp curls,
wupon which her riding-hat now sat a
little bit to one side, with a decidedly
rakish air. Miss Ingleby had many ac-

ishments, bui they were all of
one character. She could ride, fish
and swim: she was a good actress
and =a clever mimie; moreover, she
could smoke cigarettes with enjoy-
ment, and shoot rabbits with precision.
In addition tfo all this, she \:da.-, the a.(;—
possessor of fifty thousa pounds
comfortably invested in Government
securities. With all these advantages,
it was, perbaps, pot wonderful that
this young lady had a very high opin-
jon of herself. Kate had hea it
said that if yon wish others to think
well of you vou should begin by think-
ing we of yourself. She was deter-
mined to stand well in the opinion of
other people; to be liked and admired
was A monomania with her; so she set
a good example to mankind by admir-
ing and liking hersell immensely.

As she stood in the far background
of Mr. Adams the book-seller’s shop.
thersentered two gentlemen, who came

ing in for a moment’s shelter, and
whostood in the doorway with their
backs turned toward her, leaning upon
ipping numbrellas. Mr. Adams
juiously and addressed one

of them as “My Lord,"”” begginghim to
take a seat. My Lol:;d." howerer.h a
slim ng man of about twenty-eight.
med tgbc- seated and went on talk-
ing to his friend. Kate glanced once
at the two figures in the doorway, and
she noticed that my lord’s friend was
¢tail and fair, broad-shouldered and de-
3 good-looking. She did not
think, however, that she had ever seen
either of them before, so she paid no

particular attention to them, but

went on turning over the novels
and dipping into third volumes to see if
mh"g the look of them. The two
young men talked. It did not occur to
Kate to listen, vet suddenly she heard
one of them—the tall handsome man—

~That's a goodish-looking chestnut

walking up and down—I wonder who
to?”

can tell you,” answered the

other. It belongs 1o that horrid girl
M ss Ingleby.
Kate started, and shut up the book

was fingering with & snap. Anex-

o m of horror came into her eves,

with a blank amazement that

was almost comical. She listened in

sarpest to what might come next

e
d the man, 3

,.u-uhtd;w. Kyrile?

don’t know her, thank

| the toilet-table arranging the pale-blue

| bows of her bonnet-strings.

| *“Adela, 1 have seen him!" cried

| Kate, sinking down on her knees by
the side of her friend.

Lady Ellerton looked mpervously
round to see if her maid was still in the
room. but finding that that damsel had
discreetly retired, she inquired:

| *Seen who? not Jack?"’

| *“Yes, Jack, as vom ca.lihim——-_?ourl

{ brother. Mr. Dormer.™
Lady Ellerton continued to pat down
| the flaxen curls of her fringe with lov-
ing fingers, regarding her preity fage
attentively in a hand-glass the while.
“Well?”" she inquired, unconcern-
j ediy, turning her head from
| side.
{ *I hate him!" said Kate, with tragic
| solemnity.

| Lady Ellerton jumped, and the glass |

{ fell out of her hand upon the dressing-
table.
““Good gracious!"

leby, in a deep voice of horror.

“Do you mean to tell me that you
have met him somewhere, and quar-
reled already? What crushing bad
luck! What did he say to you?”

“Nothing.™

“What fid vou say to him, then?”

“Then, what on earth—are you mad,
Kate?—for goodness’ sake, explain—""

“] was in a shop; they came in—
vour brother and a dreadful friend of
his, Lord Kyrle.™

Adela nodded: the ‘‘dreadful friend”
was a particular erony of her own, but
she let that pass.

*They began talking about me—

he described me as a sort of wild ani-

vulgar creature who swore and talked
slanr—oh, it was shamefual!™

“Well, but Kitty, pﬂ)?Ie do say that
sou are fast, you know,”” suggested her
friend.

*“What do they mean by *‘Iast’? what
does anvbody mean?” she eried pas
sionately: “they don't know them-
selves. It is true 1 have high spirits,
and that I like bodily exercise, but 1

said of me.”

*“ Cigarettes,”’
ship.

**And where’s the harm!
sin in a cigarette! But I haven't told
vou half. After he had given this de-
lightful and perfeetly veracious sketch
of my character to your brother, he
mentioned the amount of my fortune
(that was correct enough), and asked
nim if he would like tobe introduced to
me: and Mr. Dormer replied that he
would go a long way to avoid comin
across me! There—what do you l.lnn.E
of that?”’

“Pooh! Jack will like you when he
knows you, Kitty, as [ do.™

Miss Ingleby® got up from her knees,
and began pacing up and down the
room; suddesnly she stopl;e;)d behind
her friend’s chair and put both hands
on her shoulders.

**Adela, you know you meant vour
brother to marry—hush! don’t exelaim,
and don’t deny it; I know exactly what
you are going to say, so you needn't
say it.”" Lady Ellerton had got very
red.
blame, my dear: if I bad a great friend
worth fifty thousand pounds, aund a nice

murmured her lady-

forces—but, Adela—let me tell you. it

won't do!

sions!”” murmured Adela confusedly,
for )}issl[ngleby hadJstated the case
exactly.

ing to run the chance of being snubbed
by any man, not even by the brother of
my gatest friend. I refuse to meet
Mr. Dormer, and 1 am not coming to
Fosborough next week."

Who could have believed that so
simple a statement could have created
such & storm?

Lady Ellerton sprang to her feet as
though she had Jeen snot: she turned
hot and cold, red and white by turns;
she stormed and she raved: she en-
treated and she coaxed, she declared
that without Kate she would be un-
done—her party be a failure, her house
a howling wilderness, wherein every-
body would be bored to death; and,
worse than all, her private theatricals
would have to be put off altogether.
Finally. she burst into passion of angry
tears, which threatened to end in a fit
of hysterics.

Then, suddenly, Kate relented.

“Very well, then, I'll come, and I'll
act in theatricals—but on one con-

have asked for the week know me.
shall not come in my own name, but as
somebody else.™

“What do you mean?"’

I shall come, not as Miss Ingleb_v.
the heiress, the fast, slangy girl'' —she
jerked out the words spitefully—*but

ter of old governess.™

Miss Rose?—a Quakeress—?"" gasped
Adela Ellerton.

“Yes, my name is Rose, Katherine
Rose, so that will be true enough.™

“But a Quakeress—how can vou do
it? Shall you say thee and thou®"

“No, that is out of date, don't
do it now; but I shail wear and
grays and be demure—oh, very demure
—;tgl’:rhotherwill think me charm-

“-Dnn‘t be sarcastic; but surely it
can’t be done—somebody will recognize
you.”

{of some two-and-thirty years,whose

And he hates me,”” continued Miss |

“Nothing,"” she repeated, gloomily. |

Lord Kyrle said I was a ‘horrid girl'— |

mal, a tom-boy who climbed trees, a |

never did the dreadful things that brute |

there's no |

*] don’t think you are at all to |

impecunious brother, 1 should do my |
best, too, to bring about a coalition of |

“Kate how you do jump at conclu- |

“My dear, it won't do; I am not go- |

dition only. None of the people you |
I

as Miss Rose the Quakeress, the daugh- P

She tossed her hat off and seized a
bairbrush. Away vanished all the crisp
dark little curls that rippled ' all over
her head, a straight parting. flattened
Jocks falling back on either side, low-
ered evelids, a little perked-up mouth

at looked nimplifciry iati«zlf: ~ e
expression of her face, almost her ve
'I;Ptures, seemed to be changed. Lady
Ellerton burst out langhing.

| rightlv: that you, are the
;zﬁme'ur actre.-tg in London! Why, I

' don’t believe even James would Tecog-

| nize you?"’

| «Sir James must be in the secret, of

for four days, and then I go on to the
| Wigrams. You agree? 511 rigat, then
I come!™

«And if I don’t makethat young man
! fall head over ears in love me in four
| davs.”" said Miss Ingleby to herself. as

she ran away down stairs, clenching

| ber little fist as she went, “then shall I
' yote myself forever unworthy of the

name of Woman?™"
| A week later Jack Dormer stood in
his sister's lit:le blune and white bou-
doir at Fosborough Court in the
County of Wessex. He had just ar-
rived and the dressing-bell had rung,
rung, but still Jack lingered chatting
L to his favorite sister—leaning with his

back amainst the mantlepiece, to the |

ino small danger of the China menag-
erie of wild beasts which were ar-
ranged thereupon. N

| *And whom have you got staying In
‘-ths_' house, Ady?"

“Oh., not a very amusing party, I
fear: old Lord and Lady Sale, Mr. and
Mrs. Halket, Mrs. Ritchie and her
| danghter—rather a loud girl, you re-
i member." .
| *Yes,”" shudderingly, ‘‘her voice is
| 2 never-to-be-forgotten item of her
presence."’

«*A consin of James', George An-
drews, a clerk in the Board of Trade—
| and, let me see, who else—oh, only
| little Miss Rose.™
“Wheo is Miss Rose, pray?”
| **An insignificant little person: a
{ danghter of an old governess of mine.’

*Rose—Rose. don't remember
the name.”
|  +No: it was before your time, vyou
| were a baby then,”” replied Lady El-

has made up her mind to tell lies, she
is generally a thorougzh mistress of the
art. *She is a Quakeress,”” she added,
calmly.

«A ‘Quakeress; how amusing! Idon’t
think I ever met one in society before;
| does she say thee and thou?”’ r

«*0Oh, no: that is out of date now,”’
replied Adels, quoting her friend’s in-
formation on the subject; “‘but you are
not likely to speak to her, Jack. she
won't interest you, poor little thing.
And now really, my dear boy, we must
go and dress for dinner; look at the

(3]

time!

| man, as he followed Lady Ellerton up-
| stairs, *‘I hear an outrageous charscter
| of that friend of yours, Miss Ingleby;
she is not here, I suppose?”’

| +Oh, dear, no!™”
i “Well, I'm glad of it, for I'm sure I
shouldn’t have liked her.™

“You will see her next week at the

Wigram's ball.™

““Well, I shan’t dance with her, that
| is certain.™
| <“Won't you, my friend!"" muttered
between her lips a yvoung lady, who in

| the sathering twilight stood above them
{mpon an upper flight of stairs. *““We
| will see about that!”

| Jack Dormer took Mrs. Halket in to
| dinner—she was rather pretty, bat ex-
| eessively dull: the lady on the other

{side of him was Miss Ritchie, with a
loud voice—she on the contrary was
lively—over-lively, indeed. to please

him—and she was moreover singularly
plain. Jaek. who was a perfect epicure
on the subject of women, felt in-
tenselv bored between the two. In the
intervals of eating his dinner and
keeping up a desultory and forced con-
versation. his eyes wandered perpet-
ually across the table to where, exactly
opposite him, sat a young ladvin a
high gray silk dress. The dress was

the first thing that struck him about |

her. There was all around him a great
exhibition of bare necks and shoulders,
and of fat arms displayed in all their
unlovely length. Jack, who was fresh
from a long residence in the East,
where the charming mystery of veiled
womanhood had exercised a strange
fascination over his somewhat over-
refined and sensitive mind. rezarded
these customs of modern Eaglish life
with something akin to disgust.
“It is a remnant of barbarism!™

said
| Jack to himself, and then his eves rest-
| ed once more with satisfaction upon
| the yvoune lady opposite to him.
{ Her dove-gray dress was softened at
| the throat by folds of white tulle: her
sleeves were long, only displaying the
| rounded whiteness of her wrists and
arms up to the elbow. Then from look-
ing at her dress he began to look at her
face. Her long eve-lashes were for the
| most part downcast. If she looked up,
| the glances from her beautiiul brown
eves seemed to him to be modest and
| intellizent. He noticed that when she
! talked to her neighbor her voice was
{low and gentle; how different she
| seemed from all the other women! How
simple, how womanly. how good, was
the expression in her quiet face! Who
was she, he wondered, and then sud-
| denly he recollected: of course this was
| “Miss Rose, the Quakeress.™
! After dinner, when the centlemen
' joined the ladies, he went straizht up
' to her and sat down beside her.
| __“*My sister told me who yom were,
| Miss Rose, so you must forgive me for
| iMtroducing myself. May I sit here and
talk to you?”
_ **Oh, ves!”” Her eyes fell, anda
{ bright color rose in her cheeks.
{ _*I have been a long time out of En-
{ gland, traveling in Eastern countries,
| and you can’t think how odd English
i society seems tome, now I have come
back to it.™
{ _*Yes!" still with downeast eyes,
playing with the dove-colored folds of
her dress.
*The women, for instance, they look
S0 strange; so—almost bold and un-
Ifem:pme. I suppose it is because my
eye is unaccustomed. Now you, for
nstance, vou remind me more, do you
know, of the women of the East than
anybody I have seen since I have been

““Oh! Are they not very ignorant,
m‘tblqgs?“ Up went the brown eyes,

shing into his a look of innocent sur-
rise.
Jack laughed. you had me
there. I do not mean that it is in their
ignorance and want of education that
ptto':.mlmd me of them.™’

. am very giad of that!” with a
Iittle effusion that was complimentary.
*L should not like you to think me ig-
norant.”™

“l am sure you are not,”” answered
Jack very fervently,
was so sure of it he would have been
puzzled to say. Hewas, however, very
certain that Rose had the loveliest

and the sweetest manner of
woman he had ever met, mdndmg.x
the Eastern houris upon whom his

fh_ul promised to

“By the way, Ady,” said the young ‘

why he |

| Dormer in ximitv.
| lerton and p‘.:o'm;]:-

‘and with satisfaction. As to the Qua-
!kmtl hersell,hu it is ml;er it to lain
| exacly what was in mind about

i gigantic fraud she was e

| reticent upon the subject even

| chance threw her alone in the o

“Mr. Dormer, a t traveler, miss;  course, but no one else: it will only be upon her innocent victim. She wasvery
J

| of her friend, and received the lsughin 1

| congra upon her acting wi
| an extraordinary quietness and a si-
| lence which was truly remarkable It
 is, however, to be surmised that she
threw herself into the part con amore,
and that the character she was portray-
ing was in no way unpleasantto her: for
she evinced much willingness to be
,led into retired shrubbery walks, and
showed no indisposition to unduly lin-
| ger in distant green-houses and “sum-

| mer-houses; so that Mrs. Ritchie made |

spiteful remarks about the aptitude of
Qusakeresses for flirtation, in spite of
their charity-school-like personal ap-
pearance; and Lady Sale murmured
| not original allusions to those quiescent
| waters whose springs are supposed to
| be run in the depths of profundity.
|  Of course Jack never thought of tak-
ing his Quakeress into the stables—the
015.;51‘09 for which Miss Rose exper-
| ienced unhealthy longings. which she
had some difficuity in suppressing. He
| was fond of horses, and would like to
'have gone to them himself and smoked
| his pipe there in peace and comfort
| But it would have been a profanity to
| have subjected this sweet, old-fash-
| ioned blossom of a girl to the odors of
stables and tobacco, and to the lower-
ing atmosphere of a stable yard. It
| did cross ;el;: mind once to think
that it might be a nuisance to marry so
| delicate and pure a creature, from
| whom the coarse influences of daily life
!must be forever carefully guarded.
| But after all, one can’t ¥e every-
| thing, and anything was better than

side to | lerton, tranquilly: for when a woman | the fashionable gir'f of the present day

{ —snuch s one. for instance, as his friend
I Kyrle had described to him.

As the days wore away, Jack Dormer |

was obliged to confess to himself that
| he was over head and ears in love with
| Miss Rose.
| On the last evening of her visit there
| were to be private theatricals at Fos-
| borough Court. A small farce was to
| be acted before a select but not a la
| audience, and the name of it was “The
| Girl of the Period.™

‘“Are you going to act, Miss Rose?"

| asked Jack of his divinity.
““0Oh, no; I could not,’” she answered.
*‘No—aecting is not in your line, I'll
| be bound; you are the last person on
| earth to care avout making a public
show of yourself.”

At this moment Lady Ellerton burst
wildly into the room, with an open tel-
| egram in her hand.
| “What am I to do?"" shecried. “I

am in perfect despair. Here is a tele-
| gram from Miss Grey to say that she

| can not come, her grandmother isdead.
Oh, what shall I do!™

i Now **Miss Grey” was supposed to
be the *leading lady™ upon whom all
the success of the night's, entertain-

| ment depended, and without whom

| ““The Girl of the Period"” must needs

| fall to the ground. There was, how- |

| ever, no Miss Grey in existence. **Oh,
what shall I do!"" eried Lady Ellerton,
| wringing her hands and almost in tears
| (after all, she was almost as fine an
| actress as Kate Ingleby). +All the
| people are asked. and the supper and
| the staze scenery have arrived, and
|how can I put it all off! Oh, Jack,
what am I to do?”
| My dear I'm awfully sorry,
{I'm sure. I don’'t know what can be
| done; ean nobody else take her part?”
| *No. Who is there? - Miss Ritchie
| does the sprightly old maid, and Mrs.
| Halket the timid mother, and Colonel
| Spriggs the heavy father, and George
| Andrew the lover. He is the only one
| that can act a bit except Miss Grey;
| the whole thing depended upon her,

| and who is there who can take her |

| part?”’
é Then MissRose'said very hesitatingly:
*Oh, Lady Ellerton, I'm afraid I should
| do it very badly, but if you are in such
| 2 difficulty I would do my very best, if
| you have really mno one else; I would
| tryv—I learn very quickly by heart, and
| you might show me."”
[ *My dear, you are an angel. a dar-
{ling?" cried Adela. rapturously, clasp-
| inz Miss Rose in her arms. *‘How too
dear and good of you! I ean't tell you
| how grateful I am."
| *“You are the first person in the world
| to do a kind and good-natured action,’
whispered Jack in her ear, almost flat-
Iy contradicting the very last remark
he had made to her. But he was in
that idiotic condition of mind with re-
rard to her, when whatever a woman
| does or says, or leaves unsaid or un-
| done, seems to be equally perfection in
'a man’s eyes. Nevertheless, when Miss
| Rose had been carried away by his sis-
| ter to be drilled and coached, he could
Jlnot help owning to himself that, ami-
table and -natured as was Miss
| Rose, he feared that her acting would
{ be a failure.
| <At such a short notice, and such a

|| part, so wholly foreign to her nature!

{ Poor little girl, how can she do it?"’

It was with very nervous feelings
| that Jack watehed the curtain go up be-
| fore a crowded andience that evening.
| He saw upon the stage Miss
and yet Miss Rose myﬂ.erio:;g trans-
| formed; a wealth of dark s over
| her brow, a red satin dress made in
| the latest fashion, and the gilitter of
'diamonds upon her white smooth
| throat; and then the saucy glance of
| her langhing eyes, that seemed as if
| more than once they singled him out
| of the audience before her, the easy

gestures, the pergect enuneiation, the
through a part in which she had acted
| many times, filled him first with
| amazement. and lastly with admirs-
| tion: she was more beautiful than he

home.™ o most took away his breath. There

he said to himself, “‘can vulgarize her;
she is the innste embodiment of a lady

| promptu charades were being acted by
| the others.

“Yes,” he murmured back, “because
I love you, and you know it,”” The

thunders of andm_
Rose, in her ﬁll'b&
mwgﬂy dy and sat down

charades were going on upon the stage
{ and the aundience was in a state of semi-
darkness. She lowered her eyes, and a
faint smile hovered upon her lips; was
it of joy or was it otP‘t):ﬁnmph. a little
| of each, perhaps. “I love you as you
' are, and yet everything you do and say
isright in my eyes. because it is- you,”
he went on passionately.

A twinkle in her downecast eye.

“Even the cigarettes?’ she mur-
mured.

‘I rorgave you even that; no other
| woman could have acted,that, and vet
| produced no sensation of disgust upon
me; and yet, dearest, tell me that you
love me, and that, for my sake, you
will never smoke a cigarette again in
your life??

“I will never smoke acigarette again
in my life,” she answered; and she
kept her word. But she would give
him po answer to that other guestion,
althourh he urged her to do so.

“Will you tell me to-morrow mnight
at the Wigrams’ ball, then?"

“Do Quakers go so balls?”

“How can I tell—vou will go, will
| you not? You are going to stay with

ple close by, 1 hear: they will sure-
y take you.”

“In my gray frock?"’ she asked with
a smile.

*“What does your frock matter? you
are always lovely in my eyes. If yom
love me you will be there to meet me.”

“Very well.”” She answered in her
quiet zer-like manner. And he
could get nothing more out of her.

The npext morning. Miss Rose had
taken her departure vefore the rest of
the party assembled at a late breakfast-
table.

The ball was crowded: the party from
Fosborough Court arrived very late. As
Jack Dormer his way through
the block of people at the door-way, his
eye ran eagerly over the bright parterre
of well-dressed women; he saw there
many beautiful faces, many brilliant
dresses, much glitter of diamonds upon
white necks and arms, but nowhere the
little gray dress and the guiet demure
face of the girl he looked for; a pang
went through his heart; she was not
there, then! Then suddenly, through an
opening in the crowd, he saw—what?

A lovely woman clad in white, but
white that was not so much the garb of
Virgin simplicity as the impenal wit-
nesses of a Queen—a white that shone
with the the luster of rich satin soft-
ened by the fall of costly laces; dia-
monds sparkled at her throat and ears,
and glittered in shining circlets about
her round white arms.

Could this indeed be Miss Rose, the
Quakeress?

She was not daneing: when she caw
| him she smiled, and held out her hand
!to him.
| +How late you are—will you dance
| with me?”
| “Will I not?” he answered, passing

his arm round her waist.

*What have you done to yourself, to-
night?”” he murmured in her ear.

*I have tried to make myself lovely
in your eyes.”’

“‘Because you love me?”

“Because I love you!" she answered,
simply.

And that waltz straightway became
as Heaven itself to the infatuated young

man.

*“Hello, old chap, yon are making the
running famously with the bheiress!"”
This was from Viscount Kyrie, who
stood behind him and slapped him
playfully on the back.

*‘Heiress? what heiress? How do,

Kyrle. Ididn’t expect to see you to-
night. Whom are you speaking
about?®"

fast young woman I warned you
against!’”’ =aid his friend, laughing.

“1 really dom't know whom you
mean, Kyrie!™

“*On, ho! a good joke, my boy, when
you have just been dancing with her,
and she wouldn't dance with anybody
until vou eame!™

He looked across the room: Miss
Rose stood talking to his sister; her
| face was glowing with animation and
excitement; the Quakeress in her little

gray frock seemed to have vanished.
| Suddenly the scales fell from Jack
Dormer's eyes, and he perceived
the truth: his sister's greatest friend,
wllmm s!:)e hlz:d writte;;&o often about,
telling him he must vnu.r?‘ her ;
the handsome, dashing Miss eby,
whom other people called “fast.” but
whom Adela swore hﬁ'. declaring that
her good heart and her true sterling
character amply made up for a little
over-exuberance of spirit in her man-
ner: the Miss Ingleby who rode, and
fished. and swam, and acted, ves, and
smoked cigarettes—Miss Ingleby the
heiress. and little Miss Rose, the Quak-
eress, were onée and the same person!

Jack walked straight across the
room, and stood before%:er.

*Miss Kate Ingleby,” he said, look-
ing her full in the face, ‘‘you have
taken me in shamefully.”

She colored deeply, all over her
cheeks and throat. and up to the very
roots of her hair. Then she raised
her dark eyes to his, looking at
him penitently with a little pucker on
her brow, like a nanghty child waiting
to be scolded.

“What was I to do?"’ she said. dep-
recatingly. I had the misfortune to
fall in love with you at first sight, in a
| bookseller’s shop, ome wet morning,
and at the same time I had the mortifi-
cation of hearing you say you did not
wt::;:rm kmof m:;ua&lcouﬂ think t(.::l:nko
o WAy in to thin
better of me S:an the gcmmr your
friend gave. Won't you forgive me?”
she ad softly.

He tried to frown, but a smile wasin
his eyes.
*On one condition-—will you be mar-
ried in your Quaker’s dress?”’

“Yes, if I am to be married to you,
Jack!"' she answered, ing his
name for the first time with that sweet
timidity which a man loves to hear up-
on the of the woman he loves.

be under a debt of gratitude to him f::
a 3 to him;
had it not been for his remarks con-

““‘About Miss Ingleby. to be sure. the | Ing

exceptionally inclement, or the spring
a late one, the stock owner must exer-
cise his best skill in management, and
for all that he can do he may eventual-
1z suffer considerable loss. Anxiety, at
least, must be his, unless he have the
‘ stoic mind or anexceptionally sanguine
temperament. If, on the other hand,

' the stores are le, that i= no reason
! why they should wasted. Waste is
| always udloumdminthm
d
in the

'gregm is made up of gainsin

When put togefher seen i
{lump, rich are the rewards of care in
minutise. Small losses, from want of
care, make all the difference between
sunceess and failure. The k of a
single animal may be accounted & mat-
ter of little moment, and the question
whether that animal elears up its foud
or leaves a part of each feed supplied to
it, may séem insigni t, bat the cost
of keep of awhalestud, orherd, orflock,
is not a small item when the yearly
balance is drawn out, and that cost is
but the sum total of the cost of sin
animals. The cost of each animal
pends upon the intelli and care
of the feeder. Although these remarks
may be applied generally to all classes
Sooding of catiie"Saring 't wiktee
feedi g the winter
months, confining the attention to one
class of stock, with the object of avoid-
ing reference to the different circum-
stances under which horses, eattle,
sheep and pigs are fed during this sea-
s0n.

The t point in feeding, as in
every ot.ﬁer department of manigement.
is that the care-taker should always
have his eyes abont him. Eyes or no
eyes! that is the question, and the an-
swer makes just the difference between
a competent and an incompetent man.
A slovenly herdsman, who either does
not see that a cow or a steer fails toeat
all the food given, or seeing, takes no
heed, but goes on stupidly, giving the
same quantity to each, or more or less
food to each at random, is sure to
waste daily a &luantity of food which,
at the end of the year, amounts to no
little bulk, and the value of which
swells considerably the general
expenditure account in  which
it is hidden. Besides this, im-
proper feeding injures the animal, and
s0 lr;owmfominbothwsy;. The
animal wh;:g:dt:uld pé“:::a iliits ap
tite were studied, is osing in-
stead of gaining flesh. I%nloﬂheu the
tossed and trampled food. sprinkled
with its own saliva, and when the old
is removed and the new portion brought,
has no zest for its much needed suste-
nance. Some animals, moreover, are
very fanciful about their diet; others,
the scaven of the herd, will eat up
| anything that mortal man can lay be-
| fore them. These animals are useful in
| elearing up the leavings of the others,
| for they are not mice on matters of
" cleanliness, and never stop to snuff at

their food in order to ascertain whether
|it is doing first or second service, is
fresh from the store or has been licked,
tossed and trampled by a companion.
As a rule, however, cattle are dain
and particular in their feeding, sn:iz
mmless induced by hunger, they will
scldom touch food with the smeil of
other cattle’s breath upon it. An ani-
mal possessing the instinct of civiliza-
tion will often bear the pangs of hun-
ger (consequently wasting food and
losing condition) when a feed polluted
by leavings has been served toit. A
herdsman, therefore, shonld well know
upon which animals he can depend asfoul
feeders to clear off any remains from
previous feedings; but if he has paid
due attention to the ways and ap
tites of the animails under his care,
Hapatal of Jamvinge. for thers will Nt
dispos eavi or there will not
be any exeept m event of sickness,
and thenin the mreh hf:cstthda;wd Te-
maining uneaten, he e advantage
of an early indication of something be-
ing amiss, and can trest the ailing ani-
mal in the usnal way without loss of
time. One or two little weaknesses of
the bovine race, besides the opposite
characteristics of a gross and fastidious
appeiite, must also engage the attend-
ant’s noticee When cattle are fed
s'ngly, the apportionment of food is
comparatively easy, but when in num-
bers together, as when food is taken to

they live together, the stronger or more
pugnacious animal will get the better
share, and often act the part of dog-in-
the-manger to its companions after its
own cravings are satisfied. Even where
they are kept two in a stall, we have
seen an adroit thief drop on her knees,
and with outstretched neck and elo:‘-
tongue, snatch a large part

er stall-fellow’s feed before touching
her own.—Nalional Live Stock Jour-
nal.

The Cost of Diplomacy,

£2 500 to ¥1,800 for Secretaries.
consular service embraces five places
at #8,000, three at 5,000, one at 24-
500, five at #4000, eight at 23,500,
twenty at $3,000, nineteen at $2,500,
thirty-five at 2,000, fifty-nine at $1,-
500, twenty-five at $1,000; thirty-six
Consuls and consular officers are -pai
by fees.—Chicago Herald.
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D. R. Emory, of ; to
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